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Stars, beyond a certain Height, 
Give Mortals neither Heat, nor Light. 


Dean Swift: 
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FRIDAY, MARCH 26. 1736. 





g'T is a mortifying Reflexion, 
% and might ferve, as a Re- 
ftraint to the reftlefs Sallies 
of Ambition, that, the Great- 
eff, and moft Exalted, of 
Mankind, when they have 
atrain’d that Heighrof Glory, 
Ai for which they facrific’d their 
Dat AARINEA Peace, and Liberty, have 
only lengthen’d out the Time, wherein their Actions 
and their Characters are to continue Subjects for 
Reproach, and Calumny. | . 

tol vet Csar is the nobleft Inftance of this 
Difappointment of all Human Vaniry. With what 
unbounded Excefs of Praife has not the Memory of 
this Great First of MEN been deified !—To what 
degrading Wrongs, of Infamy; has it not, as often, 
been fubjected ? 

W HAT touches me with the moft painful Senfe, 
in Juftice to fo wrong’d a Character, is to obferve, 
that, while the loweft, and moft virulent, of Writers 
can expatiate on Thofe Adis of His, moft liable to 
Cenfure, the very choiceft, and mott able Wits fa// 
fort, when they attempt his Virtues. We cannot 
grafp beyond our Compafs: and, conceiving Him 
but by the Meafure of our own éxferior Facuities, we 
reprelent, Nut C.zsar, but our Miffakes, concera- 
ing Cefar. 

YE, Poets, of all Natiens, have been fond of 
trying their Strength in this Bow of Ulyffes ; where- 
with none have reach’d the Mark: Even our Great 
Shakefpear has fhot wide: and, after This Con- 
felfion, Moxfexr de Voltaire mutt look upon it as no 
Injury, thar 1 cannot /ke the Picture, He has lately 
given us, in His DearH oF CaisaR, a French 
Tragedy. 

HE lively Genius of this Genrleman has hit 
upon 4 hapny Incident to move Dittrefs from. He 
has proceeded on the Suppolition that Brutus was 
the Son of Czfar, by Servilia, Sifter of Cato; but 
kept ignorant of his real Father, and educated as the 
Offpring of his Mother’s compell’d Marriage into 


‘a Family, in whofe rigid Averiion againft Ce/far he 


had been habitually confirm’d from his Infancy. 
Cefar, in the firft Scene, deligning to fer out the 
following Day, upon his Parthian Expedition, ccm- 
municates this Secretto his Friend, Marc Antony, 
conjuring him, by all the Ties of Honour and Fide- 
lity, to publith and fupport the Right of Brutus io 
tucceed him, fhou’d He die ix Afia, and return no 
more, to execute fome Purpofes he left imperfect. 
Now, had Ce/far gone to far as to have open’d to 
Mare Antony, that Thefe Purpofes confifted in his 
Re‘olution to refiga the Didatorfbip, after having 
held it, cll uponhis Return with Victery, he might, 
by Virtue of the uncontroui’d Aurhoriry it gave him, 
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forcibly remove all Obftacles, Corruptions, and 
Impediments, that made fuch Reftoration of the Pub- 
lic Liberty unftable, without previous and prepara- 
tory Reduction of the Commonwealth to it’s old Pu- 
rity of Principles: and had He charg’d on Brutus 
the Performance of This Wi/l, and made it the Co7- 


dition whereupon He fhou’d {uécéed to the Enjoy* 7 


ment of his Patrimony—There wou’d, afterward, 
wher, upon Brutus’s Activity in Cefar’s Murder, 
This had been open’dto him by Marc Antony, and 
the Secret of his Birth confirm’d, by Servilia’s Lettcr 
written onher Death Bed ; there wou’d, then, I fay, 
have arifen one of the moft diftrefsful Cataftrople s 
thac ever Tragedy produc’d, together with the nobleft 
Moral. ‘The weak, well-meaning, Brutus wou'd 
have found himfelf, inftead of the Punifher of a Ty- 
rant, the Murderer of a Father; and inftead of a 
Protector, the PREVENTER of the Public Liberty : 
The Character of Ce/ar had been fav'd, and render’d 
facred, and his Death the moft abhorr’é, and dread 
ful of all poffible Calamities. 

Bu T, inftead of This, the Difcovery wherewith 
Monfiexr de Voltaire has trutted Antony, produces no 
Coniequence at all. For, Cefar, in the fecond 
Ac, fubmits (Himfelf) to open the fame Secret to 
the haughty and inflexible Brutus: nay, and does it 
abfolutely iz vain, The Fiercenefs of the Romer 
Freemax proves too hard tor Nature, and for 
Cassar. He is forry, and furpriz’d, at being Sox 
to the Firft Manon Earth: and, having fworn (be- 
fore he knew it) thatno Tye of Blood fhou’d alter his 
determin'd Relolution to affaffinate the Tyrant, the 
Dagger of the Son, 1s (knowingly, and premeditately) 
plung’d into the Bofom of the Father : and this ce- 
lebrated Hero, Brutus, funk not only into a Mur- 
derer; but a Monfter; by the Author’s injudicious 
Execution of a Scheme, whereby he aim’d at en- 
crealing the Diffre/s of his Story. 

So manifett and wilful a Violation of the great, 
firft, Law of Nature, is too fhockingly unpardonable 
to admut of Argument, Excufe, or Mitigation. A 
thoufand Beauties wou’d have been too few to cover 
fuch a horrible Ferocity '—But, [don’t know how it 
happens, that throughout the Tragedy, whatever 
Cefar lays is low, and walike Cesar: while the Cov- 
Jpirators breathe nothing but what becomes the Spirit 
of an antient Roman. 

Nay, even Axtény (the Inftrument of Cafar} 
feems fixperior, and is wile enough to lecture him. 
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Ceafe, ceafe to with the Splendor of a Crowz, 
And to tke Rark of vulgar Souls defcend. 

Pity, and Power, defeat cach ether’s View ; 
4nd, inyour Weakuefs, finks your new-ris’n State. 
Mafter of Rome, fall Cathus dare infult you ! 
Cimber, aud Cina, wotele/s, wamele/s, Senators, 
© Treat 
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© Treat with Contenipt, the World’s Great Lord 
(and Theirs ! 


Iw this Scene indeed, and almoft only here, I 


mutt confefs, there is a Sétititerit’ becoming Czfar, 
in his Anf{wer. . 


© I foou'd bave punith’d, if I con’d have fear’d. 

“ Why do’ft thou counfel me to merit Hate ?— 

© Pee learnt to conquer—-NOT to {tain my Conquefts. 
© Away—delpife Sufpicion, and Revenge, 

© And let as calmly rule a ftormy World. 


Bu'r, ‘we Thall hear how Brutus fpetks, when 
the Author has a Mind to furnifh him, with Great- 
nefs, which -he feems-too {paringof, where-it wou'd 
have been beftow’d, more properly. 


Ob Heav’n! what Bafenefs! what ignoble Fawning!— 

Are Thefe the Props of my poor Country's Caufe ! 

Thefe, the great Sons of our immortal Decii! 

Or, amI Thine, thou loft, fam’d, Patriot, BRUTUs ?— 
That Remnants, O.ye Powers ! of RomaanGreatne/s ! 

Trembling we kneel, and give up, Claim by Claim, 

Till ev'n our Virtues are refign'd to Coefar.— 

I feek Rome, ev’# 1n Rome, and find her not. 

O, you, whofe foftning Statues feel me weep, 

You, whom in Life I tig Ss Death adore, 

THov, feaefs ompey ! Thou, O Godlike Cato! 

Thou, /aft. great Hero, of the Blood of Scipio ! 

Rekindle, in my Breaft, thofe ardent Fires, 

Which fed the burning Fiercene/s of your Souls. 

Live, All, once more, in BRUTUs :—on his Heart, 

Pour, all That Greatnefs,—Czxfar miss’ in Rome. 


LET me note, by the Way, that the Sétuation 
of Brutus in this Scene, among the Statues of Thofe 
great Republicans, is very finely chofen; and His 
addreffing himfelf to them, and his Prayer to be in- 
fpir’d with their feveral Spirits, nobly dramatical, 
and enthufiaftically warming.—Here follows the 
Oath, which Brutus setae to the Faction. 


Swear, All with me—Swear, on this deftin’d Sword , 
By Cato’s Blood—4y murder’d Pompey, wear : 
Swear by thofe re fe $ Ghofts of Rome’s loft Sons, 

Which glide o'er Afric’s Sands, and wait this Hour : 
“Swear by the Guardian Gods, who blefs Revenge, 
That Czfar, by your Patriot Hands, shall Die. 
More, more, my Friends, {wear we to facrifice, 

Not Cxfar only, but, who-e’er woud RULE, 

Be it Son, Brother, Patron, Friend, or FATHER ; 
Tyrants can claim no Kindred ; Foes to All, 

They hate a hating World, and find All Foes. 

The Free-born Heart, that fwells a Roman Breaft, 
Loos’ning tke Ties of Blood, refinds ’em all, 

Iz Virtue, Glory, Liberty, and Law. 


SEE, ow, This Brutus, and C.zsar, together : 
and, obferve how nobly Equal to the former the 
Author’s Genius will appear, but how ixferior to the 
Soul of the latter. 

[ tell me, 


Cerf. Stay, Brutus, I command thee>—Stay, and 


Whither wow’d? thou efcape ? 

Bru. From ‘Tyranny. 

Cef. Lictors, compell bim back. 

Bru. Kill, avd difchatge me. 

Cel. Boy, were my Anger level'd at thy Life, 
Doom’ d with a Word thy Blood had quench’d my Hate. 
Perhaps, *twere Policy—Thy fierce Ingratitude 
Finds a Delight, in Living to provoke me. 
There’s not a Roman Name among thy Friexds, 
Who is not mark'd in public as my Foe. 

Bru. If Foes to Ceefar are the Friends of Rome, 


The Gods.infpire thy Will to love their Council! 

Cef. I hear thee, and@hdulge thy bold Sincerity 
Pleas'd ‘to defcend from Power, at Freedom’s Cz// 
Of what wou'dft thou accile me’? 
Bg 1 <p Mh ae , 

e Blood of Nations, aud thy conquer’d Co 
Thy Power ufurp’d, and thy seiatie Vines a4 
For by thy Virtues ’tis, thy Crimes have profper'd. 
Thy fatal Clemency endear’d our Chains, 
Till the deluded People {mil’d, and {uffer’d., 

Caf. Thefe are ‘the Leffons, haughty Pom 
Pore taught thee 
Whofe Mafjne of Virtue hid bim from thy Honefty, 
Too proud to be a Friend, be rarher chofe, 

I fhou'd be Rome’s SUPERIOR, than his Equan. 
Truft me, His Yoke had prov’d a Yoke of Iron. 
Then, what had Brutus been ? 

Bru. Lerd of one Dagger. 

Cerf. And thou canft find, perhaps, one too, for me? 
Thy fullen Silence owns, that thou wou'dft kill me. 
Ab, Brutus! 

Bru. Strike, and fave the Pofibility. 

What hinders ? 

Czf. Only Nature, and my Heart. 

(gives him Servilia’s Letter) 
Read That, and learn toknow Thyfelf, and Me. 
Read whom thou hat’ft: and, if thou dar’ft, hate on. 


Bru. What do I fee ? wheream1? Heaven and He.]! 


Cerf. Brutus! thou art my Son. 
Bru. The Son of Cefar! [durnb > 
Cef. Such thy ill-anfwerd Fate. Why art thoy 
What can have Force to move thee, if this Fails ? 
Why do I prefs thee filent to my Bofom ? 
Nature but thakes thee, /he o’ercomes thee not ! 
Bru. O Chance moft horrible and full of Fate! 
O my foul-fbaking Oath! O Rome, dear Country ! 
O Cetar!—I'm a Wretch, and live too long. 
Cef. Thou fear’ft, it feems, to be the Son of Czefir | 
Fear’ ft to protect aCrown, thy felf muft wear. 


* Unhappy to be born the World’s next Lord, 


And reap the Laurels of a hundred Victories ? 
Bru. Ob Heaven! 
Cet. Thou labour ft, with aWillto fpeak, 
But feelft fome Horror check thy rifing Accents. 
Bru. Ceefar ! ie 
Cf. What fays my Son? 
Bru. Nothing. Im dumb. 
Cxf. Why doft thou fhun the tender Name of Father? 
Bru. Such if you are, I, kneeling, urge one Prayer. 
Cel Speak :—for Thytelf obtain’d, thou bring’? me 
All. 
Bru. Kill Brutus :—or, forbear to be a King. 
Cxt. Thou barb’rous Foe profe/s'd! embofon’dTyger! 
Whofe ftubborn Heart turns Tendernefs to Fur ‘y. 
No Son of mine, begon, ftern Citizen. 
My Pride, thus urg’d, fhall\earn Difdain from Thine, 
Brutus /hall teach me to be felt a ‘Lyrant. 
I will be curb'd no more by ufele/s Pity. 
My injur'd Heart grows ur'd of long forgiving : 
Til copy Syila in bis Cruelties. _ 
Go, Bloobound, go—join your prefumptuous Friends, 
Alike provok’d by All, Pil punith all: 
You know my Power, prepare to feel my Rage. 
Exit. 
Bru. Let me not leave him to thefe fierce 8 sor 
But, following, ftrive to fave both Rome and Cefar. 
Exit after Ca/ar. | 
I have not Space enough in this Paper, to obferve 
more, than that nothing was ever wider from theCha- 
racter of Cefar, than this invective and malicious 
itooping to profe/s Revenge and Cruelty, even to a 
Refolution of imitating the Actions of Men, whole 
Principles he was, by Nature, averfe to. 
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